much difference." " Make me a cup of coffee," said my
mother, " and I will tell you what to do." ... I went into
the kitchen. The fire was out so I lit a candle and made it
up again; but Mozart was never out of my thoughts. The
coffee was ready and the light still burning. I fixed my
eyes steadily on the candle and thought: " I want to
know how Mozart is." As I thought this and gazed at the
candle, it suddenly went out as completely as if it had
never been lit. Not a spark lingered on the thick wick, and
I am quite sure that there was nowhere the smallest
draught. I could not help shuddering and I ran to my
mother and told her about it. She said : " Get dressed at
once and go to town. Bring me back word immediately
how he is : be sure not to stay long."
I hurried to town as quickly as I could. To my horror,
my sister, almost in despair yet struggling to control
herself, rushed to meet me. " Thank God you have
come, Sophie," she said. " He was so ill during the night
that I hardly expected him to live till the morning. Stay
with me today, I beg you, for if he has another attack he
will die tonight. Go to him and see how he is." I composed
myself as well as I could and went to his bedside. As soon
as he saw me he said: " O, my dear Sophie, it is good
that you have come. You must stay tonight ; you must see
me die." I tried to control my feelings and to distract his
thoughts, but to all I said he only replied : " I have the
taste of death on my tongue, I smell the grave; and who
will comfort my Constanze if you dont stay ? " " Yes,
dear Mozart, but first I must return to my mother to tell
her you want me to stay with you today, or she will think
some misfortune has happened." " Yes, do. But come
back soon."
I was terribly distressed, My poor sister followed me to
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